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Patience

The mills of God grind slowly;

And Rome was not built in a day.
The peasant toil's for months
To reap the abundance of his harvest.
The brave soul wanting the Highest
Must with infinite patience wait.
B,ut why complain? The ages long
A moment are in -our life eternal.

TO THE ASPIRANT

Aspiration

Let those, who will,
Aspire to smaller things.
Pitch your waggon
To the distant star.

These little vanities
Of pomp and power,

Wealth and fame,
Are all passing things.
Far beyond the world,
Of names and forms,
Is your original home,
The goal of your long
sojourn.

The Mirage

The values of this world,
Which men pursue
With desperate eagerness,
Are all false,
Like the unreal waters
That dance in the mirage.

You may for ages long

Remain immersed

In that deceptive illusion

To find at last

Your inmost soul

More thirsty than before!